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Mr Bumble-Drop was an old man with twinkling blue eyes 
and a long white beard. He lived with his little dog PomPom 
in a house on the top of a hill. 

Although it was a small house, it had a large garden full 
of wonderful things. In one corner there was a doll’s house; 
in another corner was a pond with sailing boats, while in the 
middle of the garden was a seesaw that went up- 
and-down, up-and-down. 
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Lots of children played in the garden, for they loved to 
swing on the swings and paddle in the pond, and when their 
mothers came to fetch them home they kicked and screamed: 
“I won’t go home! I won’t! I won’t!” 

But of course they could not play there all night, so they 
gave Mr Bumble-Drop a kiss and a hug and off they went. 

Mr Bumble-Drop was always sad to see the children go 
and one evening he was sadder than usual. He leaned on the 
gate, combing his long white beard with his fingers until the 
last boy and girl had disappeared round the corner. Then he 
went into his house and called his dog. 

“PomPom! PomPom! Where are you?” 

PomPom the poodle was asleep in the rocking chair, but as 
soon as she heard Mr Bumble-Drop’s voice she ran trippety- 
trip across the room. PomPom was the prettiest poodle you 
ever saw. She was as white as snow and as cuddly as a kitten. 
But she was most unhappy for her hair stuck out straight all 
over her body like a hedgehog. Poor PomPom! How the other 
dogs laughed at her. 

“Who’s ever seen a poodle with straight hair?” they 
yapped. 

So every night she made Mr Bumble-Drop put her curlers 
in, and in the morning when she was brushed and combed, 
there she was—a frizzy white poodle trotting through the 
village with her nose in the air. 

Of course, if it rained, her curls disappeared and she would 
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run home yelping as if she’d caught her tail in a mincer. 

But Mr Bumble-Drop loved having a poodle with straight 
hair. 

“You’re not like other dogs,” he said. “You’re my sweet 
woolly PomPom and that’s the way I love you. I don’t think 
I’ll put in your curlers tonight.” 

PomPom did not take any notice and she scratched under 
the cushion in the rocking chair until she found a bundle of 
curling papers. Picking them up in her mouth, she laid them 
on the mat at the old man’s feet. 

“What a silly dog you are,” said Mr Bumble-Drop. “I sup¬ 
pose I’ll have to do what you want 
after all ” 

PomPom was so happy! She sat 
perfectly still until Mr Bumble-Drop 
had curled every piece of her hair. 

As soon as he had finished, he stood 
up. 



“Now then, PomPom, it’s time to make another kite.” 

Mr Bumble-Drop went over to a cupboard in the corner 
and pulled out four long pieces of stick and eight short pieces 
of stick. Then he reached up to the top shelf and pulled out 
a roll of red paper and some blue ribbons. Trappety-trap he 
went, back to the table and set to work. 

First he nailed the sticks together like a box, then he stuck 
the red paper all the way round it and, last of all, he made a 
long tail of blue ribbons. How pretty it looked! 

“Woof woof,” PomPom barked, for she wanted a blue 
ribbon too. 

So Mr Bumble-Drop made a little bow and put it between 
her ears. The poodle was so pleased that she trotted across 
the room and looked at herself in the mirror. 

“Don’t be* so vain,” Mr Bumble-Drop chuckled. “Come 
and help me carry the kite upstairs.” 

PomPom picked up the long tail of ribbon in her teeth and 
followed the old man to his bedroom where he kept all the 
kites. My goodness, you’ve never seen so many! And all in 
different colours! 

“What a lot of kites I’ve made,” said Mr Bumble-Drop and 
he started to count them. “One, two, three, four,” on and on 
he went, “twenty-eight, twenty-nine, thirty! How splendi¬ 
ferous! There’s one for every boy and girl. Tomorrow we’ll 
have a Kite Day.” 

Early the next morning, soon after the old man had finished 
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his breakfast, the children 
came tumbling through the 
gate. 

“Come out and play, Mr 
Bumble-Drop,” they called. 

Mr Bumble-Drop hurried 
out with PomPom prancing 
along behind. 

“What a fine wind there 
is,” he said, sniffing the air. 
“It’s just the day for flying 
kites.” 

“But we haven’t any kites 
to fly'' said a little girl with 
a round face and straight 
black hair, and she was so 
angry that she stamped her 
feet. But then she was always 
stamping her feet, for she 
liked to show off her white 
fur-lined boots with their 
bright red laces. In fact, she 
was so proud of her boots 
that she never wanted to 
take them off—not even 
when she went to bed. 
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The other children did not like her because she was always 
pulling their hair and bossing them, and though her real 
name was Minnie Loo, they all called her Bossy Boots. 

“I’m going to make my Mummy buy me a kite tomorrow,” 
Bossy Boots cried. “Then you can watch me fly it.” 

“We can’t wait until tomorrow,” Mr Bumble-Drop said, 
and his eyes were twinkling so much that the children knew 
he was teasing them. 

“You’ve got some kites here!” they cried and when he 
walked into the house they ran after him. 

Mr Bumble-Drop opened his bedroom door and there— 
on the floor—were the loveliest kites they had ever seen! You 
should have heard the boys and girls shout! They picked up 
the kites and raced into the garden. 

“I’m going to tie my rag doll on the end of my kite,” Bossy 
Boots shouted. 

“You mustn’t do that,” Mr Bumble-Drop said. “She might 
fall down.” 

“I don’t care,” Bossy Boots answered. “She’s lost so much 
stuffing she’s always falling down. That’s why I call her 
Flopsy.” 

Mr Bumble-Drop felt very sorry for Flopsy the rag doll. 
Her seams were coming undone and pieces of stuffing were 
sticking out all over her. 

“You can’t send Flopsy into the sky like that,” he said. 
“She hasn’t any clothes on and she’ll catch cold.” 
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“Rag dolls never catch cold,” said Bossy Boots, and she 
tied poor Flopsy on to the end of her kite. 

PomPom was so sorry for the doll that she started to 
bark, but the other children thought it great fun and tied 
their toys on the end of their kites too: there was a teddy 
bear and a golliwog, a soldier and a clown and many, 
many more. 

Just then a breeze danced across the garden and slowly 
the kites rose in the air. 

“Woof woof!” PomPom yapped and caught the rag doll 
in her teeth to try and pull her down. But it was no good. 
Up went the kite, up went the rag doll and UP went Pom- 
Pom! 

“PomPom, jump down at once!” Mr Bumble-Drop cried. 

But the garden was so far away that the little poodle was 
afraid. 

“Pull your kite back!” Mr Bumble-Drop called to Bossy 
Boots. 

“No I won’t!” laughed the naughty 
girl. 

“Then I’ll do it myself,” Mr Bumble- 
Drop said. But before he could catch 
hold of the string, a dreadful thing 
happened. 

A great roaring wind came blowing 
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across the sky. WHOOSH, WHOOSH. It tugged the 
strings so hard that the kites broke away and went sailing 
off by themselves. Up, up into the clouds they soared, with 
PomPom still hanging on to the rag doll. 

None of the children said a word, not even Bossy Boots. 
They just stared into the sky until all the kites had disap¬ 
peared. 

“How terribubble!” Mr Bumble-Drop cried. “Whatever 
will happen to the toys and my sweet woolly poodle?” 





Mr Bumble-Drop Makes a Toy 

When PomPom and the toys had disappeared into the 
clouds, Mr Bumble-Drop went into his house and closed the 
door. 

The children still stared into the sky, hoping that the kites 
would come back, but Bossy Boots marched up the garden 
path and banged on the knocker. Rat-a-tat-tat! 


She did not wait for 
Oh no, she lifted the 



Mr Bumble-Drop to say “Come in.” 
latch and walked straight into the 
kitchen! 

The old man was sitting in 
front of the fire and beside him 
on the carpet lay a golden kite: 
the only one left. 

“It’s all your fault!” Bossy 
Boots shouted. “If you hadn’t 
made those silly kites, I 
wouldn’t have lost Flopsy.” 
She was so cross that she picked 
up the golden kite and threw it 
on the fire: it burst into flames 
at once and lit up the whole 
kitchen. 
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“How dare you do that!” 


Mr Bumble-Drop said. “It’s your fault that I’ve lost my 
PomPom, and I shan’t let you play in my garden until you 
say you’re sorry.” 

“I don’t want to play in your garden,” Bossy Boots 
stamped her foot. “And I won’t let the other boys and girls 
play in it either. I’ll pinch them and pull their hair and I 
won’t let them come here ever!” 

The old man was so angry that he opened the front door 
and pushed Bossy Boots outside. “Go away, you naughty girl. 
I don’t want to see you any more.” 

“I don’t care!” Bossy Boots stuck 
her tongue through the letter-box. 

“And you won’t see the boys and girls 
either. Not until you find our toys.” 

Poor Mr Bumble-Drop! Now he 
would have no one to talk to—except 
himself. 

“If only I knew where my little dog 
was,” he said. “Maybe she’s landed on 
the other side of the world. Oh dear, if I 
weren’t so old I’d go and look for her.” 

Slowly the days dragged by and 
Mr Bumble-Drop grew lonelier and 
lonelier. The swings did not swing any 
more and the seesaw stopped going 
up-and-down. Every time a boy or 
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girl walked past he hoped they would come in and say 
hello, but they never did for they were all afraid of Bossy 
Boots. 

“If only I had a boy of my own,” Mr Bumble-Drop 
thought. “A boy who wasn’t afraid of anything. Then he 
could help me find PomPom and the toys.” Slowly the old 
man combed his long white beard with his fingers. And then 
he started to chuckle. “I know what I’ll do—I’ll make a toy 
boy!” 

Mr Bumble-Drop hurried over to the table and there, 
among the cups and saucers, he found a box of glitter wax. 

“Just the thing,” he exclaimed. “But how can I make a toy 
who will walk and talk and do all the things that real boys 
do ?” The old man thought and thought and suddenly he had 
a wonderful idea. “A battery!” he cried. “I’ll put a torch 
battery inside him and whenever I press the switch he’ll 
come to life.” 

Quick as a wink Mr Bumble-Drop took a stick of pink 
glitter wax and set to work. First he made a face with a 
turned-up nose and bright blue eyes. “I must give him some 
hair,” he said and taking up the scissors, he cut off the end 
of his beard and stuck it on the toy’s head. The toy was so 
jolly looking that Mr Bumble-Drop laughed. 

“Now I’ll make the body,” he said and taking another 
stick of glitter wax, he rolled it in his hand until it was round 
and fat. Next came the arms and legs, and last of all a blue 
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helmet with a hole in the front big enough for a torch 
bulb. 

“Oh ho,” said Mr Bumble-Drop as he looked at all the 
pieces. “I’d better join him together and see what he looks 
like.” 

In no time at all the toy was ready. His jacket was red 
glitter wax and his trousers were blue glitter wax. His arms 
could swing up and down and his legs could move backwards 
and forwards. He really was the loveliest toy Mr Bumble- 
Drop had ever seen. 

“I think I’ll put your battery in next and see what 
happens.” 

Carefully he pushed a blue and white battery inside the 
toy and pressed the switch on the jacket. At once there was 
a strange noise. ZZZ-ZZZ it went like a bluebottle on the 
window pane, and the bulb in the toy boy’s helmet grew so 
bright that the old man had to shut his eyes. 

Suddenly the ZZZ sound died away and Mr Bumble-Drop 
opened his eyes and saw that the little toy had switched off 
the beam all by himself and was sitting on the edge of the 
table swinging his legs. 

“Good gracious!” Mr Bumble-Drop’s eyes nearly popped 
out of his head. “You can move even when your switch is 
turned off.” 

“Of course I can,” laughed the battery boy. “I can do 
anything as long as my battery is working.” 
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Just to show what he meant he ran round the rim of a 
plate and played football with a lump of sugar. 

Mr Bumble-Drop was so pleased that he picked the toy 
up in his arms and danced round and round the table. 

The battery boy laughed and tweaked the old man’s beard. 
“Thank you for making me, dear Mr Bumble-Wumble- 
Drop. I’m the happiest toy in the world.” 




The Rocket Ship 

Mr Bumble-Drop and the battery boy were the best of 
friends and they did everything together. When Mr Bumble- 
Drop washed his face in the basin, the battery boy washed 
his in the sugar bowl and when Mr Bumble-Drop poured his 
porridge into a dish, the little boy poured his into a thimble. 
Sometimes they would go for a walk down the garden, but 
the battery boy didn’t like that very much for his legs were 
so short he had to run to keep up with the old man. 

No longer did Mr Bumble-Drop feel lonely. Indeed, he 
was so happy that he forgot all about PomPom and the lost 
toys until one evening he saw a packet of curling papers 
sticking out from under a cushion. 
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“How wicked I am!” he cried. “I’d nearly forgotten my 
poodle. 

“What’s a poodle?” the battery boy asked and climbed on 
to the old man’s knee. 

Mr Bumble-Drop blew his nose loudly and told the battery 
boy all about PomPom and the kites and the toys. “I don’t 
know where the wind blew them,” he said. “And I’m much 
too old to look for them myself—that’s why I made you.” 

“I’d love to try and find them for you,” the battery boy 
said. “Shall I start right away?” 

“No, no,” said Mr Bumble-Drop. “You can’t set out on an 
adventure until you’ve got a name.” 

“Call me 1234,” said the little toy and he laughed so hard 
that he fell over backwards. 

“That’s not a name,” said Mr Bumble-Drop. “That’s a 
number. I’ll have to look in my special book.” 

From a shelf he took down an ENORMOUS black book 
and opened it at the first page. “Now then, where are my 
glasses?” 

“Maybe they’re in your pocket,” the battery boy said. 

But they weren’t there. 

“Maybe they’re in the kitchen drawer,” said Mr Bumble- 
Drop. 

But they weren’t there either and the old man and the toy 
looked upstairs and downstairs and even under the table, but 
they could not find the glasses anywhere. 





“If I switch my light on,” said the battery boy, “perhaps 
we’ll be able to see where your glasses are.” 

He pressed the red knob on the pocket of his jacket and at 
once there was a ZZZ-ZZZ noise just like a bluebottle on the 
window pane. 

“Oh dear,” said the battery boy, “I do feel odd.” 

ZZZ-ZZZ, the noise grew louder and louder and the light 
in his helmet became brighter and brighter. Then a very 
strange thing happened. The beam danced across the room 
and pointed at the grandfather clock. The light was so strong 
that it shone through the wooden door and right inside the 
clock. And there were the glasses, hanging on the pendulum! 

“Good gracious!” Mr Bumble-Drop cried. “I’d never have 
thought of looking there. You must have a magic beam.” 

“How wonderful!” the battery boy laughed, and danced 


round the kitchen singing: 



“I’m Torchy the battery boy, 

A walkie talkie toy. 

If you press my switch 
You will see me gleam, 

I’ve a magic bulb 
With a magic beam. 

If anything’s lost by day or by night, 

I’ll find it all right with my wonderful light. 
For I’m Torchy the battery boy.” 
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Mr Bumble-Drop took his glasses 
off the pendulum and perched them on 
the end of his nose. “You’ve found 
yourself a name too,” he chuckled. 
“From now on I’m going to call you 
Torchy.” 

“What a lovely name,” said Torchy 
and clapped his hands. “Do you want 
me to look for anything else? I’m sure 
I could find it with my magic beam.” 

Mr Bumble-Drop shook his head. 
“All I want you to do is to find Pom- 
Pom and the lost Toys. But I don’t 
think your beam is magic enough for 
that.” 

“Let’s try and see,” Torchy said and 
he ran into the garden and turned on 
his light. But nothing happened. “Oh 
dear,” he cried, “my beam isn’t work¬ 
ing.” 

“Perhaps you have to ask it a ques¬ 
tion,” said Mr Bumble-Drop. 

Torchy closed his eyes and tried to 
think of something. “I’ve got it!” he 
said at last and he began to sing 
another song. 
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“Magic beam that is so bright, 

Will you shine your lovely light 
Up and down and roundabout, 

Here and there and in and out ? 

Something is lost 
And cannot be found, 

So little beam, 

Fly round and round.” 

ZZZ-ZZZ, the light shot straight up into the sky. ZZZ-ZZZ 
past the clouds, past the moon and on towards a twinkling 
star. 

“It’s working!” Torchy cried. “Look Mr Bumble-Drop, 
my magic light is pointing to a star.” 

Sure enough, as the beam touched it, the star grew so big 
and bright that it looked as if it were dangling from the 
Christmas tree at the bottom of the garden. 

“How splendiferous!” Mr Bumble-Drop cried. “I can see 
PomPom and Flopsy!” 

“And I can see a teddy bear,” Torchy said. “My goodness, 
my beam is very magic.” 





“You’d better switch it off now,” said Mr Bumble-Drop. 
“You mustn’t waste the battery.” 

Torchy pressed the switch on his jacket and the minute the 
light on his helmet went off, the star faded from the sky. 

“What a pity the kites didn’t come back to earth,” Mr 
Bumble-Drop said sadly. “We’ll never be able to reach them 
on a star.” 

“Why not?” Torchy asked. “If you make a rocket ship I 
could fly up and bring them back.” 

“How wonderfuffle!” Mr Bumble-Drop chuckled. “I’ll do 
it at once.” 

Quickly he went to the kitchen cupboard and pulled out 
a large piece of cardboard. He painted it pillar box red, rolled 
it into a pipe and stuck the sides with sticky glue. He made 
the nose just like an ice-cream cornet and cut a window in 
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the top so that Torchy could see where he was going. 

The battery boy was so excited that he kept hopping up 
and down and putting his nose into everything. 

“Mind the glue-pot,” Mr Bumble-Drop said. 

But it was too late! Torchy had put his head inside and 
could not get it out again. 

“By dose is stuck,” he cried. “I can’t bove.” 

Mr Bumble-Drop laughed and catching Torchy by the 
legs, pulled him out. “Now you stay still like a good boy,” 
he said, and put the battery boy on the edge of the table. 

Torchy sat without moving for a long time but he could 
not keep his tongue still and it wagged faster than a puppy 
dog’s tail. 

“My new rocket will fly a hundred times faster than an 






aeroplane,” he cried. “Do 
hurry up and finish it, Mr 
Bumble-Drop.” 

“It’s ready now,” said the 
old man and carrying the 
rocket into the garden, he 
put it to stand with its nose 
pointing straight into the 
sky. 

“Hip hip hooray!” Torchy 
cried and he ran up the 
steps and into the rocket. 
“Can I go straight away?” 

“If you like,” said Mr 
Bumble-Drop. “But don’t be 
away more than a week or 
your battery will run down. 
And when that happens you 
won’t be able to walk or 
talk or use your magic 
beam.” 

“I’ll be back in a week,” 
Torchy promised and he 
closed the door and switched 
on the engine. 




What a roar it made—like a thousand aeroplanes and a 
thousand trains. 

“Goodbye,” Torchy shouted through the window. “Good¬ 
bye!” 

He pulled the lever and away went the rocket ship 
WHOOSH over the trees. WHOOSH into the blue sky. 
WHOOSH towards the twinkling star. 

PomPom and the lost toys would soon be saved! 
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The Adventures of Torchy 

Torchy had a wonderful ride in the rocket and 
he pressed his nose against the window and 
watched the big white clouds go rushing by. He 
tried to count the stars but there were so many 
of them that after he got to 999 he stopped 
counting. 

Soon he could see the twinkling star hanging 
in the sky just like a silver star on a Christmas 
tree, only much bigger of course, because it 
was real. 

WHOOSH! The rocket rushed towards it 
and the closer Torchy came, the more he could 
see. There were shining silver mountains and 
deep blue seas; there were sparkling rivers and 
bright green fields. 

“It’s much prettier than the earth,” Torchy 
thought, for he was now so close to the star that 
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he could see the lost toys quite clearly. They had built them¬ 
selves a garden just like Mr Bumble-Drop’s and he watched 
a fat teddy bear go swishing down a slide and a clown jump¬ 
ing up-and-down on a seesaw. 

Honk honk! Torchy blew his horn, and at once the toys 
stopped playing and stared up into the sky. 

“I’d better turn off the engine,” Torchy said, “or I’ll go 


CRASH BANG WALLOP.” 



He caught hold of the steering wheel and 
began to turn it backwards. It was very 
hard work indeed and he had to use both 
hands, but slowly the engine grew quieter 
and quieter until at last it stopped alto¬ 
gether. CRUNCH. The rocket landed right 
in the middle of the garden and Torchy 
opened the door and waved his arm. 

“Hello, toys.” 

To his surprise no one answered for all 
the toys had disappeared. 

“Where are you ?” he called. “There’s no 
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need to be afraid 
nf me.” 


“Woof woof!” a voice barked 
from underneath the rocket and 
Torchy ran down the steps to 
find out who it was. All he could 
see was a round white blob that 
looked like a shaving brush. 

“Woof woof!” the voice bark¬ 
ed louder than before. 

“I’ll soon set you free,” Torchy 
said and he huffed and puffed 
until he was able to lift one end 
of the rocket. 

Out came a woolly white 
poodle. She was the funniest 
looking dog Torchy had ever 
seen, for her hair stuck out 
straight all over her body just 
like a hedgehog. 
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“You must be PomPom,” Torchy cried. 

“Woof woof,” barked the little dog. “I am.” 

Torchy was so surprised to hear a dog talk that he almost 
fell over. “Mr Bumble-Drop didn’t tell me you could speak,” 

“I couldn’t when I lived on earth,” PomPom yapped. 
“But this is Topsy Turvy Land where everything is topsy 
turvy. The toys can walk and the animals can talk.” 

“How funny,” Torchy said and he looked around him. 
What a strange sight he saw. The trees had ice-cream cornets 
and jam puffs growing all over them and the fields were full 
of golden lollipops. It made his mouth water just to look at 
them. “Can I pick a lollipop?” he asked. 

“Of course you can,” PomPom barked and, catching the 
end of Torchy’s jacket between her teeth, she pulled him over 
to a big notice by the side of the field. 

Torchy spelled it out slowly. 

“THIS IS TOPSY TURVY LAND,” it said. “PLEASE 
DO.” 


“Do what?” Torchy asked. 

“Look round the back and you’ll find out,” PomPom said. 
The battery boy walked round to the other side of the 
board and read: 

“THIS IS TOPSY TURVY LAND. THE LAND 
WHERE YOU CAN DO WHATEVER YOU WANT.” 



“How lovely,” he cried. 


“What do you want to do, Pom- 
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The white poodle wagged tier tail, "l want to 
crunchy bones and meat balls covered with chocolate sauce. 
I love chocolate sauce. So please don’t ask me to go back— 
woof woof—to earth.” 

“But Mr Bumble-Drop sent me here especially to fetch 
you,” Torchy said. 

PomPom growled and her hair stuck out straighter than 
ever. “I don’t want to go home and neither do the toys. 
That’s why they’re hiding. And don’t ask me to tell you 
where they are because I won’t—woof woof—I won’t!” 

“I don’t care if you won’t tell me,” said Torchy. “I’ll ask 
my magic beam.” And he pressed the switch on his jacket 
and sang: 


“Magic beam that is so bright, 

Will you shine your lovely light 
Up and down and roundabout, 

Here and there and in and out? 
Something is lost and cannot be found, 
So little beam, fly round and round.” 


ZZZ-ZZZ. The bulb in his helmet grew bright and a long 
finger of fight danced through the woods and across the fields. 
And there were the toys running through the lollipops as fast 
as their legs could carry them. First was the teddy bear, next 
were two clockwork soldiers and puffing along behind was a 
rag doll who was so floppy that she kept falling over. 
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“That’s Flopsy,” said PomPom. “She belonged to Bossy 
Boots.” 

“I’ll soon catch her up,” Torchy said. 

But PomPom was not listening. Sniff sniff Her tail began 
to wag. Sniff sniff. “I smell chocolate sauce,” she said and off 
she padded with her nose to the ground. 

Torchy laughed and ran to catch the toys. He was half 
way through the wood when he saw the rag doll hiding behind 
a tree. “Do come and talk to me,” he said. “I won’t hurt you. 
I only want to take you back to earth.” 

Flopsy waved her arms angrily. “Go away, you biggle- 
boggle boy. I won’t come back to earth.” 

“But you must,” said Torchy. “You see, Bossy Boots won’t let 
the children play in his garden until all the toys come home.” 

“I think Bossy Boots is horrid,” said the rag doll more 
crossly than ever. “Piggle-poggle, tiggle-toggle.” 

Although Torchy knew it was rude to ask questions, he 
simply had to know why the rag doll kept saying such iggly- 
oggly words. 

“It’s Bossy Boots’ fault,” Flopsy told him. “She never 
looked after me properly and most of my stuffing has fallen 
out. My head is so empty that sometimes I forget my words 
and the only ones that come out are wiggle-woggle ones.” 

“You poor thing,” said Torchy. “You need someone to 
sew up your seams.” 

“I haven’t got anyone to sew me up.” 


32 




Torchy put his arms 
round Flopsy’s shoulders. 

“Never mind. I’ll look after 
you.” 

Flopsy smiled. “That means you’ll 
have to stay in Topsy Turvy Land for 
ever.” 

“I can’t do that,” Torchy said. “I 
must go back to earth because Mr Bumble- 
Drop will be lonely without me.” 

“Don’t go yet,” Flopsy cried. “You 
can’t be my piggle-poggle friend if you 
go away.” 

“Very well,” Torchy said. “I’ll stay 
here for a week. But after that, I must go 
back to earth.” 

Flopsy was so happy to have a friend at 
last, even if he was only going to stay one 
week, that she jumped up into the air 
and flopped down. 

“Hip hip piggle-poggle! What fun 
we’re going to have in Topsy Turvy 
Land!” 




Squish and the Broken 
Rocket 



* 


The toys in Topsy Turvy Land were 
full of fun. The teddy bear was always 
playing tricks on everyone and Pil- 
liwig, a round-faced clown with a 
dunce’s hat, kept turning somersaults 
and making them laugh. 

Torchy loved them all but his 
special friends were PomPom and 
Flopsy. They went everywhere with 
him and they had such a wonderful 
time together that Torchy did not 
want to leave them. But a week had 
already gone by and one morning as 
he sat sucking a lollipop, he knew he 
would have to go home. 

“I’ll leave this afternoon,” he said 
out loud. “And I’ll take PomPom 
with me ” 



Without saying a word to anyone he set off across the lolli¬ 
pop field to make sure that the rocket was all right. As he 
reached the wood, something hit him on the nose. 

“Ouch!” he cried as a trickle of water ran down his face 
and dripped on to his red jacket. “Who squirted water at 
me?” 

“Squish,” said a little voice. 

“Who’s Squish?” Torchy asked. 

“That’s me,” said the little voice again. 

“I can’t see you,” said Torchy. “What do you look like?” 

The voice started to sing. 

“I’m not very short and I’m not very tall, 

I’m not very big and I’m not very small. 

I’m not very dark and I’m not very fair, 

I’ve big round eyes and lots of hair. 

I’m not very thin and I’m not very fat, 

I’m neither a dog nor am I a cat!” 

“It’s no good telling me what you’re not” Torchy said. 
“You must tell me what you are” 

“I’m a space boy with a water pistol.” So saying, a little 
toy stepped from behind a bush. He was dressed in white 
and the word SQUISH was written on the front of him 
in large red letters. His hair was bright yellow and his face 
was covered with so many freckles it looked as if somebody 
had speckled brown paint all over it. But the funniest thing 
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about him was the large glass helmet he wore over his 
head. 

“I’ve never seen a toy wearing a goldfish bowl,” Torchy 
said. 

“It’s not a goldfish bowl,” Squish answered. “It’s part of 
my space suit. I come from a country called America and 
I’m a very new toy indeed.” As he spoke he took a gun from 
his pocket. “Stick ’em up!” he said and pressed the trigger. 
At once a squirt of water shot into Torchy’s face. 

“Do stop doing that,” Torchy said crossly, “or I’ll squirt 
it on you” 
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“I wouldn’t care if you did,” Squish laughed. “My space 
suit will always keep me dry.” 

“Have you got a space ship as well?” Torchy asked. 

Squish looked sad. “I used to have one but I broke it 
when I landed on Topsy Turvy Land.” 

“I didn’t break my rocket,” said Torchy. “Would you like 
to come and have a look at it?” 

“Yes, please,” said Squish and the two of them ran helter- 
skelter through the trees until they came to the garden. In 
the middle of it stood Torchy’s rocket. 

Squish climbed up the steps and went inside. “If you’re 
going back to earth,” he called, “I’d like to come with you.” 

“All right,” said Torchy, “but I must say goodbye to the 
other toys first.” 

The battery boy hurried off and as soon as he had gone, 
Squish had a look at everything: the steering wheel and the 
horn; the knob that said Stop and the knob that said Start, 
and the small black knob that said Slow. Squish was so 
excited at the thought of going dowm to earth that he could 
not wait for Torchy to come back. 

“I’m going to go without him,” Squish said, and he pressed 
the knob that said START. 

WHOOSH! The rocket zoomed up into the sky so fast that 
he fell head over heels. 

“Oh my!” he cried. “The rocket’s 
going much too quickly. 
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I think I’d better take it back to Topsy Turvy Land.” 

He pulled the wheel round as hard as he could and at once 
the rocket zoomed down to the star. 

“Not so fast!” Squish cried. “Not so fast!” 

But it was too late! 

The rocket smashed into a tree, CRASH BANG WAL¬ 
LOP! and tore a great hole in its side. Squish shot through 
the window and landed with a BONK! on the ground. 
Everyone came running up to see what had happened, and 
when Torchy found that his rocket was broken, he was 
terribly angry. 

“You’re a very naughty boy, Squish, and I don’t want to 
talk to you. It’ll take me a whole week to mend my rocket 
again.” 

“I’m very sorry,” said Squish in a teeny weeny voice. 
“And I’ll help you all I can.” 

“Woof woof!” said PomPom. “Perhaps we can stick it 
together with chocolate sauce.” 

Flopsy put her arms round Torchy’s neck. “I’ll help you 
too,” she said, “but I hope it takes a long, long tiggle-toggle.” 

“So do we,” cried the toys. “We’re glad you’re not going 
back to earth just yet.” 

Torchy smiled. Although he was cross with Squish, he was 
also rather pleased, for he would be able to stay in Topsy 
Turvy Land for one more week. 
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